BELISARIUS                                                   ACT i

And let the old dog slaver out his spites ;

We've nipped him shrewdly in the past, you know.

JUSTINIAN. What would you do with them ?

BELISARIUS (scovnfatiy).                            With them, my lord,

Nothing at all.   Perhaps, had I your leave
Pd lock them up until my word was done;
For in this crisis I must be assured
My orders are obeyed.   I've cost you more
In men and treasure through my officers
Than my own luck could win.

JUSTINIAN.                                         My rough old friend,

You have the right to speak thus grumblingly
After your years of loyalty.    I give you
Complete authority on city, camp,
And provinces; imprison anyone
Who disobeys you, though he were our heir.
How's that ?

BELISARIUS.              Beyond my thanks or my deserts;

But acts shall prove your trust was not misplaced.
Have I your leave to go ?    Each hour wasted
Strengthens the enemy.

JUSTINIAN*                               Embrace me first

You'll save me yet, my faithful General!

BBLISARIUS. At least I will not live to see my failure.
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